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For my wife Dona, from whom I learn- 
ed the true meaning of the word 
valuable. 


More-Than-Meets-the-Eye Mandala #2 


THE MOVEMENT 
(places) 


‘*Hitch your wagon to a star.”’ 
Ralph Waldo Emerson 


-o birds- 
beaks, feathers, 


and 
feet 
for the sky 
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homeland 


the immigrant’s son 
growing up to be 
an immigrant’s son 


in a foreign land, 
an american 


figure study/a woman 


she 

lay before me 

the bed lay before me 
she lay on the bed 
naked, 

and not ashamed 


yet she 

of creation, 

even sleeping, easily 
.picked the guilt that was 
ripening in my senses 


and knowing that 
some one’s other eyes 
have beheld true fruit 
such as this, 


i lay beside 


softness, ; 
closing my eyes 
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The Problem 


Down on the farm 
near where once 
we lived 

and had rats 


that Pop would hate 
and Granny worse. 
And we couldn’t 

all of us kill them 


completely dead 
until we were too 
tired to fight. 
Almost. So Pop 
gets his gun 


and shoots ‘em shit- 
less. Pop said rats 
are almost worse as 
queers. Shoot the 
bastards said granny. 
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By the Sea 


The inches of my body are aware 
as you measure them with care, 
up and down my spine. 


Air and imagination 

give way to your motion, 
rising and falling, 

just keeping time. 


But here, we are first 
and lie upon the earth, 
our lips almost touching. 


I am aware of a smile, 
so I embrace 
embarrassed motion, 
not unlike waves. 


In Japan 


I. Clear in the deep 
blue bay are fish. 
See how they weep 
tears for a wish. 


Deep in the clear 
bay, fish are blue. 
See they weep tears 
many for few. 


II. I thought of bold 
reasons to explain 
distance, not 
from here 
and not 
to where, 
but for distance 
star to star. 


III. from then. 
until 
then.- 


it was two countries 
and the matter of an instant. 


(but 

it 

came, 

came 

between them) 
came fast 


and without even thinking. 


The Traveller 
‘Excuse me’’ said the traveller. 


‘*Castles in the air?’’ said the innkeeper. 

‘“You want castles in the air?’’ said his wife. 
‘You want glorious, fantastic, castles in the air?’’ 
said their son. 

‘You want glorious, fantastic, mythical, magical 
castles in the air?’’ said the son’s wife. 


‘““You want the desert’’ said the drunk in the corner. 


‘“You see,’’ said the drunk ‘‘the desert 
is where dreams 

embrace what is alive, 

make love to wishes, 

and relax upon a cool imagination.”’ 


‘‘Drunk!”’ said the innkeeper. 
‘‘Ugh!’’ said the wife of the innkeeper. 
‘‘Bang!’’ said, their son. 


And the drunk was dead. 
‘““Good boy!’’ said the innkeeper. 
‘*Proud papa!’’ said his wife. 
‘‘My hero!’ said the son’s wife. 


‘*Aw shucks, just a old drunk’’ said the son. 


““Excuse me’’ said the traveller. 
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The Waitress 


coffee and two donuts 
yes with 
cream and sugar i said and she walked away 


jesus what legs 


the viewing/ the seeing 
(an observation of celestial phenomenon) 


look, 

forms, 

almost taking shape 
they’re gray 


why, those imperfections 
are perfect, see 
what they do become 


well, if it 
isn’t real rain 


must be clouds 
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THE MOTION 


(persons) 


‘‘come (all you mischief hatchers-hatch mischief)’’ 
ee. cummings 


Alvyn 


being young, 

questions asked remain; ‘‘How does this 

youth smile? See him placing his ring 

onto the fragile finger of doubt? 

How and of course why are the fingers crossed 


just so?’’ foregoing thought 

you reply with gesture- 

‘*Oh to be sure, insure, that this epithalamium 
you hear being sung, romance, and all flowers 
are really one and the same.”’ 

cautiously i smile at your youth, 

the younger brother of dream being 


‘‘Well then, have 

you considered growing old?’’ 
‘*I tried it once’’ he mused 
‘‘Now I grow flowers.”’ 
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Barbara 
(a joke for la belle) 


a blue tear 


from your green eye 
drips - 
helplessly 


disappears as 

it glides atop 

the coolness that 
is your cheekbone 


a salted line 
ends astride 
a corner 

of your 
saddened lips 


you are crying 
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Courtney Hayne Ebbinghouse' 


in 

the green land 
is your house! 
of magic bricks 


if you will 

notice, 

there aren’t graves, a 
beautiful land, just ask 


the flowers. nearby, 

the trees are hardly 

a meadow, but since 

the stream does not care 


you are in love, 

kites fly children- 
and nothing is buried 
but shovels. 
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Donna 
you have a keen mind, 


you do 
not have/lack others 
and you have a round 
body. 

there are gentle 
men and there are the gentle 
and there are men, 
men you could choose (?) 
had you such a notion, 
to be your lovers. 

and 

there is for you, 
with your keen 
body and round mind, 
lean mind 
and sound body, 

a perceiving 
of a fifth season with 
your sixth sense, 

a sleep for what isn’t 
and a dream for what is. 
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The Lessons 
(for Ellen) 


known you for a season, 
here’s what i’ve done: 


considered your geometry 
(with knowledge), but entirely 
mismeasured the levels; 


sailed with you 

to the americas 

on the deck 

of a brigantine ship 
(felt your geography 
until we reached land); 


heard you say prophecy 
was a form of behavior 
necessitating at least 
one visible believer 

(to insure significance); 


caught sight of your 
philosophy, in the fingers 
of an active hand. 
watched you (squeeze) 
till it worked; 


touched you a time 

or two, and believed 
when you told me 
what’s behind the stars: 
(more stars). 
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prima memoria 
(for Steven Kunkle) 


yellow, 

recollect our finding 
all the treasures 

in the sea; 

goldness 

perhaps was a sunset 


blue, 

remember singing 
in the autumn 
gifted skies; 
melody 

coming between us 


red, 

recall strolling 

in the garden 

of our minds; 
apples were there 
for our picking 
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a spring poem 
(for Lisa) 


spring 
sa 
time for flowers 


to populate the gardens 
and for smiles to be 
seen and not heard. so there. 


she frowned: i 
frowned harder 

UNTIillIII 
the, whispering, orange, sun, 


(be he quick 
be he quicker) yawned? 


and 
the garden of her smile 
flowered with delight 
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The Annointing 
(for WD White) 


Did you hear? 


The shroud 
of Christ, 
some 2000 
years old - 


has been found 
in Texas 

by someone 
drilling for oil; 
who struck it rich 


to the equivalent 


of 30 barrels. 


Ode to a Frenchman 
(for Francois Lareuse) 


Who lies beneath 
this stone and dirt? 
We laid him down 
in an elfskin shirt. 


He asked for death; 
he got just that - 
we laid him down 
in a turtleneck hat. 


His mother cried 

when she got the news - 
we laid him down 

in his octagon shoes. 


He was a stud, 

he came from France - 
so we laid him down 
without any pants. 
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Colophon 

300 copies of Seventh Sense were printed 
for the St. Andrews Press, Spring 1981, 
by the Quick Copy Center of Laurin- 
burg, North Carolina. Designed by 
Craig Smith, the text type is English 
Times, with University Roman titles. 
Printed on Sunray Opaque Vellum 
stock, with Hammermill Antique cover. 
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Paul Economos and his wife, Dona. 


A native of Kingston, New York, Paul 
Economos has been writing poetry for 
seven years. He has lived and studied in 
Japan on two occasions, and has recent- 
ly made Charlotte, North Carolina, his 
home. 


Thanks to: Ma & Pop, PKP, JSC, 
OKN, JFL, Mr. Ed, JML, WDW, 
RHB, Miss Anne, Tony, Louie, eec, IL, 
RD, Steve Allgood, Joel, DW, KW, the 
Quartete (SJK, CS, JFP), and Mrs. 
Alio, who had more confidence in me 
than anyone else. 
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Seventh Sense 
poems by 


Daul Economos 


These peems grasp the ironies implicit in 
the human condition. I find here a lively 
inventiveness, a subtlety of diction, 
moments of quiet intimacy and - thank 
God - a sense of comic delight. 


Stephen Smith 


